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ated at the manner of my flight from London, Indignant at
Jarbe's infidelity, and angry at having to give up the idea
of going to Portugal. Daturi was my only consolation; he
waited on me like a son, and a servant combined.
At Wesel I met the English general,  Beckw-------;   he
bought my post-chaise from me, as the horses of the country
I was now entering are not accustomed to shafts. He was
garrisoned at Wesel, and he persuaded me to consult his
doctor, Dr. Pipers. This young; man, who was kindness Itself,
advised me to take up my abode at his house, promising that
his mother and sisters would nurse me, and that in six weeks
I should be completely cured. I was carried there in a bath-
chair, holding a handkerchief over my face, for I was
ashamed to let the ladles see me. Daturi undressed me and
put me to bed.
The young doctor's medicaments were most efficacious;
In one month I was all right, though I was as 'thin as a
skeleton. My poor Daturi was less fortunate, for during my
illness he made friends with the soldiers of the guard, and
then fell out with them. They set upon him, and beat him
so ferociously, that he was brought home in a pitiable state,
covered with blood, and with three teeth knocked out. As
soon as he was well enough, I sent him off to Brunswick
with a letter to General Salmon. The teeth he had lost
made it Impossible for him to be forced to enlist3 which
was some small consolation.